Fighting the Waves

1 watched their flocks by night *; then Dr. Gogarty's
praise of * the Submarine Men trained through a
lifetime '; and remind them of their own satisfaction
in that praise. Then they might, after consider-
ing the demand of the black, brown, green, and
blue shirts, ' Power to the most disciplined/ ask
themselves whether D'Annunzio and his terrible
drill at Fiume may not prove as symbolic as Shelley,
whose art and life became so completely identified
with romantic contemplation that young men in
their late teens, when I was at that age, identified
him with poetry itself.

Here in Ireland we have come to think of self-
sacrifice, when worthy of public honour, as the act
of some man at the moment when he is least him-
self, most completely the crowd. The heroic act,
as it descends through tradition, is an act done
because a man is himself, because, being himself,
he can ask nothing of other men but room amid
remembered tragedies ; a sacrifice of himself to him-
self, almost, so little may he bargain, of the moment
to the moment. I think of some Elizabethan play
where, when mutineers threaten to hang the ship's
captain, he replies : * What has that to do with
me ? * So lonely is that ancient act, so great the
pathos of its joy, that I have never been able to
read without tears a passage in Sigurd tie Volsung
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